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Summary:
Andrew is getting fed up with Ashley thinking she can just walk all over him. Even is his dreams the vestige of a bratty little girl with unruly black hair and pink eyes haunts him still.

Andy may bow to Leyley's whims, but unfortunately for Leyley, he's not Andy. Andy died in the fire that engulfed their old apartment building.

He's Andrew and Andrew wants to teach Leyley and, by extension, Ashley a lesson.

Notes:
Literally all I could think about during that Andrew dream sequence

But first TCOAAL fic WOOOOOOOO!

Love the game so far. I can't wait for episode three :)

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
Andrew would like to think he was very patient with Ashley.

His sister always found some way to push all his buttons at once and what would dear ol’ Andy do?

Nothing. Absolutely nothing.

He was the very definition of a doormat, a complacent NPC little the world of “Andy and Leyley in The ___”. It was Leyley’s world and he was living in it.

Why? He loves her or some junk.

Despite everything she puts him though, he does to some capacity still love her.

She made him assist her in murdering her own friend by locking her away in a dusty old chest in an abandon building. He could only imagine to torture that poor girl endured, all trapped and alone and choking to death as her asthma reacted horribly to the dust she had been trapped with. No doubt her frantic struggles kicked up more that only made her situation worse.

Opening the chest the seeing that glazed over dead look in her eyes and that completely resignation in her position, as if she accepted in her last moments that she was going to die here, make Andy’s stomach twist violently. Despite the roving thoughts of killing Leyley and ridding himself of a parasite before it got out of control, Andy didn’t follow through.

All because he still loved her enough that he couldn’t bring himself to do it.

All because, much like his dad was to him mom, he was too much of a little bitch to stand up for himself.

Not anymore though. As far as Andrew was concerned, Andy was dead. He died in a blaze of glory in that hellhole of an apartment building. Now if only Ashley would let Leyley die too, but he knows for a fact that she won’t. Leyley is too ingrained into her very being to consider doing such a thing. He should have known back before she left the apartment building that she could never let it go.

Everytime she calls him Andy, it makes him want to take his cleaver to her neck.

When had it become his cleaver?

Did it even matter?

When had the warden’s gun become Ashley’s gun?

Sure the cleaver used to belong to their cultist neighbor, but who cares? He died. He’s dead now. He’s dead and Andrew and Ashley poorly butchered his body and ate him. Andrew would never forget the taste of cooked human flesh for as long as he lives. It was so weird, tasting like both chicken and pork somehow, but the way Ashley cooked it wasn’t bad. That was probably what bothered him to most. The fact that he didn’t hate it. It was bland given their lack of seasonings and maybe a bit undercooked, but he didn’t hate it nearly as much as he thought he would.

While the fact that he had to resort to cannibalizing someone, to have to butcher the body of what used to be a person, for his own survival made his stomach churn, the actual act of it wasn’t too bad after one piece. He imagined that starvation would probably make just about anything taste like caviar. Anything to be full once again. Anything to survive just a bit longer.

At least Ashley didn’t suggest eating the warden after she made Andrew have to kill him. He was still kinda ticked about that. He was sure Ashley probably saw it as nothing out of the ordinary. Just Leyley getting herself into trouble and Andy coming to her rescue. It’s been like that since they were kids.

This was different though.

Andrew killed someone to save Ashley.

He physically took a person’s life to get Ashley out of trouble.

Just another thing he has to live with. Another thing that could have been avoided if Ashley hadn’t fucked up.

Even in his dreams, he isn’t free from Ashley. Even is his dreams the vestige of a bratty little girl with unruly black hair and pink eyes haunts him still. The little shit follows him around, taunting him and annoying him, and just overall doing what Leyley does best; piss Andrew off. She always has this snide look on her face when she sees Andrew mad. It’s like she won a prize with how happy she is with herself and that laugh. That fucking laugh she does afterwards, like she knows Andrew is angry but won’t do a thing about it.

He’s never wanted to kill a child in his life, but he may just reconsider just this once. Just for Leyley. Won’t that made her feel special?

This time around, Andrew isn’t quite sure what happened with him. Maybe it was the knowledge that Ashley ruined his relationship with Julia due to her possessive jealousy or the tone in with Leyley responded to the situation after it played out.

“She’s not gonna take you back you know.”

Once second Andrew had turned towards Leyley, the next they both were on the ground and Andrew’s hands were at the brat’s throat. Eyes so filled with apathy were now wide with shock and if Andrew looked hard enough, he was sure he could see fear. She choked and whined as she wriggled like a centipede under his hands Small smooth hands grasped at his but were nowhere near strong enough to loosen his grip. Sharp green stared into wide pink as tears stared to gather.

Great. Here comes the fake crying.

A way to toy with him and make him feel bad.

It’s not gonna work this time though. It may have worked with Andy, but he’s no longer Andy. Andrew was going to make sure this lesson stuck. He would make sure Leyley wouldn’t being fucking with him again.

As soon as that though passed, a tremor in the ground made Andrew let up for a second. The dream shifted until the dark place they were in was now a bedroom. The room looked like one from those weird kinky love hotels Ashley found out their parents had gone to on her tenth birthday. The walls were red, the carpet under them a dark grey. There was a bed suited up in black bedding all the way up to the pillow cases in the middle of the room along with a bedside table and was that… a collar?

Andrew got up, letting Leyley skitter away like a frightened chipmunk. There was no door at all in this room so Leyley had no choice but to settle into a corner, watching Andrew with wet wary eyes. He ignored her in favor of checking out the collar that sat so innocently on the bed. It was black thick nylon cord with a golden ring at one end and a golden clasp at the other. A second golden ring was in the space between them, on the cord, with the clasp was well clasped onto it. It didn’t take Andrew long to figure out what it was.

It was one of those choke collars for dogs. Mainly used to break up fights and stuff by constricting their airway to get them to let go of the other dog. It was even attached to a soft black leather leash that did well blending into the bed covers. The leash was attached to the headboard. One good yank to try it out and watching the loop of nylon tighten securely around his hand, gave Andrew a rather wicked idea.

Dropping the collar down onto the bed, he turned to Leyley only to freeze. Leyley was no longer wearing any clothes. Her soft flawless pale skin was bared to the room as she sat with her legs up and arms wrapped around them. Her closed legs concealed the one part Andrew was interested in seeing. Ironic that the girl, whose older counterpart acted like she wanted his dick, was choosing to be modest.

The girl glared at him defiantly, definitely not pleased with how Andrew was acting. That’s too bad though. Andrew wasn’t going to be easy with her this time. She had to know that he was dead serious this time and wasn’t taking any chances. He walked over and yanked her up by her arm.

“OW! Hey, cut it out!” Her annoying little voice spoke up as she tried in vain to wrestle her arm out of his grasp.

Andrew didn’t stop there, dragging her all the way over to the bed and throwing her onto the covers. Leyley sat up slightly, resting her weight onto her elbows as Andrew placed an arm on either side of her to keep her in place.

“What are you gonna do now? Fuck me?” Leyley pouted up at him.

“Where’d you even learn that word?” Andrew deadpanned.

“Mom and dad.” Leyley answered after a small pause.

“Of course…” Andrew rolled his eyes as he undid his belt. “You aren’t wrong though. I am going to fuck you.”

Leyley smirked, a clear attempt to take over once again and throw him off. “Ohhh? Andy’s gonna—”

Leyley was cut off by a resounding smack. Her curled up a bit, nursing her reddening cheek as Andrew glared at her.

“It’s Andrew.” He growled, looming over her in a way that made her shrink down into herself. “Call me Andy again and I’ll fucking kill you. Got it?”

Leyley didn’t really respond at first, probably still reeling from being struck, but eventually got herself together enough to nod. Andrew pulled his belt off and grabbed Leyley’s arms, practically slamming them together and binding them. The girl struggled against the strong leather, but was barely able to even loosen it a little.

Perfect.

Satisfied with his handy work, Andrew pulled his sweater and pants off as Leyley yelled at him from her place on the bed. Grabbing up the choke collar and threading her head through the loop with some trouble thanks to her struggling, he pulled up on the leash and watched as the cord tightening around Leyley’s neck. The girl choked hard as the corded collar squeezed her airway even worse than Andrew’s hands from earlier. It took all Andrew’s restraint to let go, watching the girl gasp and cough.

Andrew pulled down his underwear make his cock spring up as it was freed from it’s cloth prison. Fuck, he was hard. Did all this really work him up this much or was it the fact he hadn’t really relieved himself since they left the apartment building. Andrew felt weird masturbating in a space so close to Ashley especially since he slept in the same bed with her so much. The promise of a tight warm hole was all to promising even if it’s all a dream.

Andrew then noticed Leyley staring at his dick with a look that fell between awe and horror. It’s probably bigger than she was expecting if she even expected anything at all. Andrew finally climbed onto the bed, grabbed kicking legs in both hands to pull her cute little cunt closer to his dick. To his surprise, as the rubbed his cock against her folds he felt some wetness there.

“Wow. You’re such a slut.” Andrew taunted, rutting against her slowly. “Already so wet for your brother’s cock? I bet you wanted this from the very start.”

“And-Andrew. I-I’m sorry.. Please stop. I’ll um.. let you have my chocolate cupca-- GAHK!” Leyley tried to reason, but Andrew silenced her by pulling the leash.

“Nope. You won’t bribe your way out of this. You’re gonna learn what happens to bad little girls who mess with their brothers too much.”

Andrew couldn’t wait any longer. Pushing the head of his dick down to meet her small soaked entrance, Andrew pushed in without hesitation. Leyley let out a choked screech of pain has he forced himself balls deep as soon as he could, ripping her hymen like tissue paper. Holding onto the leash with one hand to keep the collar tight, Andrew started thrusting with no regard of Leyley’s feelings. Right now Leyley was little more than a hole for Andrew to use. He didn’t care if this hurt her. All that mattered was that he felt like he was in heaven.

She was so tight and warm on the inside. Her little canal hugged and massaged Andrew’s cock as he slammed into her, balls meeting against her ass with every thrust. It was almost like her body was inviting his rough advances even if her mind was telling her that she didn’t.

“This feels great.. So you are useful for something more than just fucking up my life.” Andrew said, letting the collar go slack to allow Leyley to suck in a few lungfuls of air.

Leyley babbled incoherently through heaving breathes that sounded akin to sobs before Andrew tightened the collar once more and hammered into her harder than before.

“I really should have done this sooner. It makes your presence so much easier to tolerate.” Leyley’s tiny body bounced with every rough thrust, her mouth open and drool spilling out as her eyes roll back. From pleasure or lack of oxygen, Andrew didn’t know nor did he care.

“You know, Leyley… No. Ashley.” Andrew growled, yanking her head up by her collar to look right into her crying face. “I hate you. I should of locked you in that box when we were kids. You should be rotting in a nameless grave.”

Leyley’s struggles started to weaken as her voice grew hoarse. Andrew couldn’t help but she Nina’s lifeless face within Leyley’s expression. She didn’t deserve to die like that. She didn’t deserve to be buried out in the middle of the woods in an unmarked grave. She deserved so much better than what she got and it was all Ashley’s fault.

“No one would even miss you. Not me, not mom, not dad. Mom and dad hate you too. They always have, but you were too obsessed with me to see it.”

Something was building inside Andrew. A barbed coil wound itself up deep inside him, making his hip hurry their pace. The little girl’s young body yielded to Andrew’s will and let him in as deep has he could get. His tip pounded against her cervix like an overly persistent unwelcome visitor.

“All you’ve done all these years is ruin my life. You ran Julia off, my own fucking girlfriend, just because you wanted to be with me. Well? Was it worth it?”

Andrew’s breathes grew heavy as he felt a familiar twitch in his balls. He chased release in the stilling girl’s body. He kept a death grip on that leash, determined not to let it go for anything.

“I hate you more and more everyday. Each and even time I see Ashley sleep, I think about going over a slitting her throat myself. I wish you both would just go away and leave me the hell alone. I hate you so much… Just die already!”

With that, slammed home deep and unloaded shot after shot into her limp little body. Andrew kept her close as he finally reach his most gradifying orgasm yet. At some point, it became too much for her little pussy to handle and whatever wouldn’t fit flooded out onto the sheets below them. Once he finished, Andrew pulled out and let go of the leash. Leyley’s thoroughly debauched body flopped onto the bed like a puppet cut from it’s strings.

He stood there for a minute, admiring the white liquid pouring out of the slightly gaping hole of her cunt. He expected her to bounced back up, complaining at him or trying to hit him for daring to to do this, but Leyley was still as a statue. He reached out to hit her leg, finding that she gave no reaction to the treatment. Looking up at her face, he noticed her eyes rolled back deep in their sockets and her face was tinged blue.

“Leyley?”

No response.

“Ashley.”

Still nothing.

Maybe she did die like he told her to. At least she knew how to follow instructions for once. He was just about to reach down to collect his clothes when he suddenly woke up. He was curled up next to Ashley in her bed in the shitty little motel room they bought. Morning rays came in through the window, bathing the room in a comforting light. Despite himself, Andrew got up carefully as to not wake Ashley and started his day feeling oddly refreshed.

For the rest of the day, Andrew could feel something was up with Ashley. She seemed to be quieter and tended to avoid Andrew rather than cling to him like usual. Andrew wondered what could have been wrong, but figured Ashley would be fine. She just needed some time and then she’ll be back to her old self.

Maybe Andrew’s lucky and Leyley ran and told her what he told her last night.

The thought was amusing, but he knew it wasn’t true.

Ashley was just in one of her moods again.

He engrossed himself in a whatever was on TV, completely missing the borderline disturbed look Ashley was sending his way.